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This is addressed by the lover to his reindeer, which is the creature that in that country supplies the want of horses. The circumstances which successively present themselves to him in his way are, I believe you will think, naturally interwoven. The anxiety of absence, the gloominess of the roads, and his resolution of frequenting only those, since those only can carry him to the object of his desires; the dissatisfaction he expresses even at the greatest swiftness with which he is carried, and his joyful surprise at an unexpected sight of his mistress as she is bathing, seem beautifully described in the original.
If all those pretty images of rural nature are lost in the imitation, yet possibly you may think fit to let this supply the place of a long letter, when want of leisure or indisposition for writing will not permit our being entertained by your own hand. I propose such a time, because though it is natural to have a fondness for what one does one's self, yet I assure you I would not have anything of mine displace a single line of yours.
Haste, my reindeer, and let us nimbly go Our amorous journey through this dreary waste: Haste, my reindeer, still, still thou art too slow, Impetuous love demands the lightning's haste.
II
Around us far the rnshy moors are spread : Soon -will the sun withdraw his cheerful ray; Darkling and tired we shall the marshes tread, No lay unsung to cheat the tedious way.
Ill
The watery length of these un.joyous moors Does all the flowery meadows' pride excel; Through these I fly to her my soul adores; Ye flowery meadows, empty pride, farewell.
IV
Each moment from the oharmer I'm. confined, My hreast is tortured with impatient fires; Ply, my reindeer; fly swifter ihan the wind, Thy tardy feet wing with my fierce desires.